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iy for optimism: Take oDe

bealthy man and one good meal. Mix
wall

Adversity may prepare a man for the
Mfe beyond, but it curtails his credit
while here on earth.

We are fast getting Lack to first

principles. One vaudevillian makes a

The statement that limburger cheese
ix alive with microbes or anything else
is paradoxical. Limburger is dead and
gangrened.

Teolstol says that money is a curse.
Mest people regret that ir is net one
of the kind which have a Labit of com-
ing home to roost.

It is reported that limburger cheese
will prevent smallpox. A majority of
the pmople will be likely, however, to
prefer to run the risk. '

Duriag the past year the German
emperor hax decorated 2,473 people.
The undecorated German., like the
dedle, will soon be extinct.

Poultney Bigelow, who predicted =a
war In six mounths, is =aid tv hiuve been
sued for divorce, But perhaps this was

siom when a boil on the back of the neck
wondd have been a good thing. That
xas __when Lot and his wife started to
leave,

i s maid that there are wore than
2000000 brands of cigars on the mar
ket The campaign cigar, however. al-
ways smells the same, no matter what
‘same it goes by.

L e ——s r—

It is alleged that Russell Sage was
recently swindled in a real estate deal.
The mar who did the swindling can
etther lecture or exhibit himself in the
dime musenms il he wants too,
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7 A subseriter wanls (o kiow why R
s that the persons who furaish tips on
the races for a consideration don’t puay
them themselves, and thus help them-
selves 1o the good things. We don't
knew why, unless it is that they can't
bear to luke the money from the poor
bookmakers. TR
- - . =
The Sultan of Turkey is giving away
some of his wives to favorite pashas.
The Sultau has a large supply of old
and slightly passe wives that he can
spare just as well as not, but hasn’t he
wit enough to see that his metbod of
getting rid of them may be the causo
of & good many 31‘ the troubles that
are cropping out in Turkey? . o=
There is nothing loherently =acred
about dropping a slip of paper into a
woodlen box. Voting itself is valueless
uuless there I8 a definite, intelligent
principle behind it all. When the citi-
sen Tails, through ignorance or stupidity
or Indifference, to perceive a real issue
In the contest it can make no difference
in the ultimate results whether he goes
to the polls or remains at home. He
will mve contributed nothing but =a
meaningless slip of paper to the eause
of popular sovereignty, and a meaning-
leas slip of paper stuffed Into a ballot
Pox is no more potent for progress in a
flemocracy than a meaningless slip of
paper stuffed into a garbuge box.

*

Michigan s the home of a warning
example of the chewing gum habit. Of
somrse, the person is of the feminine
sex and. although not young, she is de-
sceribed by that well-worn adjective,
“pretiy.” But that is not to the point.
The point is what the doctors discover-
o after she had chewed gum for 18
svears. They did not make the dircov-
ery in a day, nor in a week, for Ler case
~as first diagnosed by that compre-
) smsive term “indigestion.” But altera
while, when all their remedies had fail-
~d. they decided to use the knife and
<he was cul open.
thex found. The organs of the stomach
which should have been at work aiding
Jigestion were glued together. “What
‘« 1his substance?’ cried one learned
ngw. and when bis assoclates could not
«r-«wer he sent some of the matter to
» chemist, who reported, “Chewing
~un:.” Now the young woman had not
‘wgeutionally swallowed sticks of this
culiesive material, but she had been
me’ding it between her molars for 18
~urs and purticles had found thelr way
fato the interior of her body. The ac-
~urauiation of these would have camnsed
wer death had not recourse been had
1» the knife. A word to the wise is
«nfficient. The foolish are born deaf.

lots of men would firt, if there
were anvthing in it: if they did not
know that every woman they atiempt-
rd te firt with would go off and tell
abaomt it.

“Another fire caused l;; friction.”

“How's that?”’
= Aw. rubbin’ a three thousand-dollar

policy on a $2.000 harn!”

Then this Is what !

MEMORIAL DAY.

O'er the hreadth of a great repablie,
From weesan Lo ocenn |ill't'lll‘.

Wherever the stars of her banner
zleam out to the light of morn;

From the depths of her grain-sown valleys,
The slopes of her wooded hills,

In the soug of her wind-swept prairies,
The rhyme of her peaceful riils,

Comes the nolseless tramp of an army,
shadowy, silent and gray—

Aun army, thougn vanished its legions,
Yet lives in our hearis to-day.

To the men who from field and forum
I'prose at the country’s ¢ry,

Their lives, if their need, for the honor,
Their honor for her to die:

Who, seizing the gun for the plowshare,
And grasping the sword for the pen,

Went forth an army of patviots,
Uf noble and free-born men:

*Tis to these a hand of a nation
Ite tribute of love will pay.

Whercever the grave of a soldier
Shall hallow its toll to-day.

Naot with branches of vew nor eypress,
But with roses amd blossoms sweet:

With smaranth and linrel above them,
And beart's-ense falr at thelr feet,

While softer than winds of the snmmer,
And sweeler than roses bloom,

Are the wewmories and love which gather
And brighten each <ilent tomb:

And though Time in hix march teinmphant
Hends all to his tinal sway.

Yet the tonch of 1he Great Eternal
1= nearer than hLe to-day, -

Oer these grives where all sirife is ended,
Where the pas=t and its memories lie,

ise the grateful hearts of the people
In praver to the Lord Mest High

¥ or the hope of a prosperons future,
The zracions =ift of His hand;

For a great and nnited nation,
A free and a froitful land:

IFor his angel of 1'eace. whose pinions
Streteh over that land to day:

Far the love that elaspeth as brothers
The heads of the Vioe and gray,

— Waoman's Mome Companion,

THE HEAKT OF
MEMORIAL DAY.

“T really wish,” said Mrs. Maxwell to
hor daushter Relle, “that you would be
more polite to Mr, Curry.”

independence of a troe
sirh, “that 1 could be polite to a horse or
4 cow, if there was anything in particun-
lar to be eained by it Now please tell
e why T should try to be polite to that

o Carry.”

“Why, Belle. vou onght to know.

worth a quarter of a million.”

“Indeed! I'm =ziad, then, that he's got
ne reconunendation, 1 don’t know of
another.”

The widow sighed and looked rather
distressfully at her handsome but plain-
spoken daughter. :

“Relle Maxwell.,” she said, “more and
more every day do you grow like your
poor father. He was just so proud-spir-
ited—just so independent.”

“I'm glad to hear it, ma! 1 hope 1
may always deserve to be spoken of in
that way. To be the daughter of one of
‘%o heroes who fell at Chickamanga,
fighting for the Union and the old flag,
and to resemble him as I grow up—I
think that is glory enough for a poor
wirl like me. Poor, dear father'—how
well 1 remember how fine he looked in
hix major's uniform when he took me
up and kissed me, as he went back from
his leave of absence. just before that bat-
tle! I was only a little thing; but the
reeollection will never be blotted out
from my memory.”

Such a reminiscence as this very nat-
urally set good Mrs. Maxwell erying, and
for 1« moment the subject of their con-
versation was forgotten. It was brought
ip again by the ring of the door bell.

“'hat’s his ring,” said Mrs. Maxwell,
hinrriedly drying her eyes. “Now do try
and treat him well. Just think what a
chance it would be for you, Belle! 1
know he likes you.”

This was rather more than the widow
h.d said yet to her daughter on the sub-

wet,  Nlie was a good-hearted woman,
bt the prospect of having Mr, Curry
!for a =on-in-law had rather upset her
'nsnally level head. She had made a
sreat many pians in secret, based on that
desirable event, The death of her hus-
and in the war had left her poor, with

sthing to rely on but her daughter's mu-
ical abilities, the exercise of which now
ive the two a very comfortable sup-
irt. Belle was a good girl, as well as
andsome and clever, and cheerfully la-
ored for her mother and herself. She
4¢ probably as happy in ber indepen-
nee and in the love of her work and
¢ home as any girl in the city, Seme
ars having passed since the fall of

‘ior Maxwell among the country’s he-

. the widow's grief had become blunt-
and she, too, was enjoying a certaln
iness, That is, she had been, until
v+ advent of Mr. Cprry and his marked
gitions to her daughter threw the good
snan into a Hutter of excitement and
ticipation.  Nothing is so disturbing

, the average person as A remote and

acertain prospect of wealth; and the

ith is in this case that Mrs, Maxwell

v awake the zreater portion of several

“hts, speculating about what would

e

=1 snppose, mother,” replied Belle, with |
Ameriean !

sarcastic, cold, heartless creature, l.e-:=u~[

y those trotters was almost

“CHEERS FOR THE LIVING; TEARS FOR THE DEAD.
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happen when Belle would becoms the rich
Mrs. Curry.

The yvoung lady herself was not in the
least disturbed by any such prospect, The
man was positively disagreeable to her,
ile was gentlemanly in his ways, cold
and unemotional: one to whom g¢nerous
impulses were strangers, He was devot-
ed to thes care of the large fortune that
had been left him by his late uncle, a
great war contractor, and was constant-
Iy looking out for chances to swell it
by speculation. This was the last man
that might naturally be expected to fall
in love. Buat “beauty draws us by a
single hair.” and the first sight of Belle
Maxwell effectually did the bnusiness for
leander Curry. He had been prevailed
upon, against his custom. to buy a ticket
for a charity concert, in which “home tal-
ent” was largely to be represented, The
gem of the evening proved to be a song
by Miss Belle Maxwell, which was heart-
ily applanded and encored. The grace
and beauty, as well as the pure. sweet
voice of the singer, made a deep impres-
sion upon the vast audience, and they
actnally struck sowe sparks from Mr.
Curry’s flinty heart. He came, saw,
heard—and was conquered. He became
a frequent caller at the humble Maxwell
home: and this condition of things had
been in progress for some months at
the time that our sketch opens,

All this time we have left Mr, Curry
standing at the door, while onr necessary
explanation has been made. He might
still be standing there, for ali Miss Max-
well would do to admit him: aml the |
widow. seeing Belle’s perfeet  mdiffer- |
enee, answered the ring herself, in a
great state of vexation, She presently

mm——

returned with the caller. who saluted the !
voung lady, receivine a distant return,

Mr. Curey was peaciical, at least, and
never wasted time, The particular objest
of hig eall was made known before he
bad taken a seat.

“Miss Maxwell, I have lately bougit
a pair of fine trotters. and have not yet
had them out on a long ride. T am go-
ing over to Rideford to-morrow, and 1
should be pleased to have you accompany
me. It is a business teip. but T think it
will be a pleasam one. It will. of conrse, !
take all I‘.l!_\'.“

The widow’s heart léaped, Thiugs were
wetting on adwirably, For her danghroer!
to be seen riding with Mr, Curry hehind |
as zood as an

She had never |
|

engazemenl of narriage,
heard of his taking a lady ot 1o drive,

The instant Belle made a reply |
that gave her mother a chill |

“1 am greatly obliged to yon, sir; but |
it would be impossible for me 1o =Zo io-|
morrow. I have promised to sing ar the
public Memorial Day exercises in the
square.”

“You should not decline on that ac-
count,” the mother eagerly put in. “Yon
can get them to excuse you. There are
others that e¢an sing. Go with Mr.
Curry, by all means.”

The girl looked at both her mother
and the gentleman with a quiet but se-
vere dignity. She wis a dutiful child:
but there are occasions when a mild re-
proof from child to parent is the correet
thing; and it was =0 now.

1 shall sing at the exercises, as |
promised,” she said, decidedly, “Ever
since the war closed, from the time I was
a little girl, T have taken part in the
observance of this day, and 1 shall do so
as longz as I live. You surely can’t mean
to advise me against it, mother?”

“No, Belle, you know I would not; but
this is an nnusual invitation—"

“It mi=t be declined,” was the firm
interruption.

Mr. Curry was very much vexed, and
was indiscreet enough to show it. He
was also foolish enough to say some
things in his vexation, which, while cor-
rectly representing hiig own narrow views.
were very impolitic things to say in thie
house,

“I am much disappointed, Miss Max-
well, at yvour refusal.”

She did not think it necessary to say
that she too was sorry; for she was not
sorry, and this was the last man on
earth that she would tell a white lie to,
for the sake of mere politeness.

“And T am rather surprised.” he pur-
sued, *“that you should prefer such a
meaningless show to a pleasant ride in
the country at this charming season.”

Meaningless show! The blood of her
heroic sire flushed up in the girl’s cheek
at the words; but she kept back her tem-
per, and kept silence.

“It has always seemed to me to be a
very silly parade of false sentiment,” the
doomed man went on. ‘‘The soldiers en-
listed as a mere matter of business; they
were paid for their work; those that did
took that risk at the start: the account
was closed some vears ago. For sensi-
ble people to get up these observances
every vear. to sing, and pray, and pala-
ver. and have a great fuss with flowers
over a pack of dead soldiers seems to
me the very foam of folly. I wish £

He never had the opportunity to ex-
press his wish. Belle Maxwell bounded
from her chair with flashing eyes and

next

"danghter,

e all about him.”

| from boyhood, an” I reckon “bout the only
thing we ever did differ in

burning face.

e | g

“Mr. Curry, such sentiments are dis- | curls, among which wias a erimson mass,

gracefnl!” she ecried. I won't sit here
and listen to them. Mother, if yon get
any pleasare from this man's company
¥ou may stay here and enjoy it; I must
be exeused.”

She abruptly
room.

On the following day Mr. Curry drove

withdrew to

| see the colonel nowhere,
: | away, where my arm got a little atten-
her own |

his splendid trotters over to Ridgford
slone, thirking along the way a great
deal about his investments and alternat- |
ing these reflections with others abont |
the curious nature of girls,

Belle Maxwell participated in the ten- |
der and touching ceremonies of the duay;
and many remarked that her voice had
never sovnded so sweet as when she sane
“They Sleep the Sweet Sleep of the
Brave.” ;

A 1all roung veteran walked by her |
side as they went to the adjoining ceme- *
tery to witness the ceremony. There |
was much talk between the two, in the
course of which she observed that he
had not called upon her lately.

“No.” he said; “and 1 believe no man
has but Mr. Carrg.”

“If you mention that odious man’s
name to me again, I'll never speak to
you,” she said,

The tall young veteran was very zlad
to hear this, and he governed himself ac-
cordingly. And he condueted himself
generally in such a way toward Belle
Maxwell that before another Memorial
Day the two were married,

Years have elapsed since then. Noth-
ing in our country is more common than
a sudden reverse of fortane; yet snch vx- |
amples are always sarprising. It will nog
astonish the reader to learn that the 1all
young veteran bhecame an inventor and
acenmulated a great fortune by his pat-
ents: but it may oceasion a mild surprise
when it is stated that Mr. Curey Iost
every ddollar in speculation, and is now

fearning ten dollars a week in the employ

of Belle's husband.  And old Mrs, Max- |
well. sitting by the happy fireside of her
with her grandehildren abont
her, has often confessed to herself ;h;uI
Belle's way

wis the hest,

The Hero's Grave.

“1 don’t reckon @as we conld find it at
this late day. nohow.”

*Find what, Uncle Ted?”

“Jimmy Dare's Jimmy  Dyare,
the hero o Khiloli—ope o the heroes.”

“Wheo was he? What did he do> Tell

ZrhIve.,

Lids
"T'was

“Why, la we! What's such
vou know aboat war and so on.
in your father's time—yes, in your graml-
father's, even.

“You see, Jimmy an’ me were chinmns

HE

w.as o oour
sweethearts: an’ when the war broke ont
we was among the fust volunteers from
our section, jined the same company, and
marched days an’ days together, hungzry
sometimes, but oftener tired an' sleepy.
Oh, me, but war is dreadful! Jimmy nev-
or zot back to the old home nor to his
lassie Nettie Ray: and here [ am withoat
my good right arm—a sleeve empty, an’ a
erippled leg besides: la, la—bnt we Tougat
in a glorious ecanse, an’ we come oyt vie-
tors.”

“But Jimmy. Unecle Ted?’

“Jimmy? Why, that's who 'mn a talk-
in’ 'bout. .Jimmy. vou see. was a fair-
haired hov, an’ as [ often fancied sort
o' chicken-hearted. Nhows what a fonl
I was, that's all,

“Jimmy. he an' me kept together for
a time, went foragin’, and I must say he
eonld jist cook a chicken or turkey bean-
tiful; he'd white hands like a woman,
ves, an' curls, yellow curls.

“I'he battle where he fell was at Shi-
loh; somehow we'd got separated, an’ in
the midst o “that fearful slaughter I
saw close to me our colonpel, a man we
all loved. who had a beantiful wife an’
baby. as we all knew, (One o the rebs
leaped forw:ard and was jist goin’ to lay
ont our colonel, when np flew his arm
an’ he fell dead from Jimmy's shot. Then
other Confederates sprang at us, and
we had a lively time, and we all foaght
like tigers. Ah. me! ah, me!”

“Was Jimmy killed then?"

“Jimmy? Oh, fust thing I knew our
colonel was down, wonnded in the breast,
as we found afterward. Jimmy bent over
him. lifted him in his arms—in his left
arm. for he still fought with his rizht—
an’ he sung out to me, gay an’ cheerrul:

“iCover me, Ted, the best you can.
I'm takin’ the colomel to his wife an’
baby.'

“] tried to save him. 1 think they
tound out then the mettle in my good
right arm: they'd ought, fur they shot it
away in less than ten minutes,

“I begun to back out after that. T felt
sort o weak; an’ as [ went [ wondered
if Jimmy got away with the colonel, I
had left the hottest o' the fray; there
was just then re-enforcements,. an’ on
I stumbled over dead an’ dying' myself
most dead with pain an’ loss o’ blood.

“As I went on slowly like, I saw a

slender, boyish form, a head o' yellow

an—an’ thart was Jimmy."”

“Dead?”

*Oh, yes: killed by a bail, but I couldn’t
So as [ went

tion, [ foand that the eolonel had been
assisted off the bartlefield by his own
wife an' servant, who, sure enough, was
lookin® fur him.

“*That's the story o my boyhood’s
chum; that's the reason old maid Miss
Ray never married, an’ | reckon you

| don’t wonder 1 wished we knew where

his grave was, so we conld cover it over
with flowers?”
*I wish we could,

Uncle Ted, but"—

| with a tender smile-*"the heroes are not

all dead. Seems to me we've got one in
our own family, eh?"

“Tut. tut; T only did my duty, that's
all, that’s all; but Jimmy was a hero,
true blne.”

The Old Sword on the Wall.

Whel-r(* the warm spring sunlight, stream-
ng.
Through the window, sets it gleaming,
With a softened silver sparkle in the dim
and dusky hall,
With Its tassel torn and tattered, .
And its blade deep-brulsed and battered,
[.Ike the veteran, scirred and weary, hangs
the old sword on the wall,

None can tell its stirring story,
None can sing its deeds of glory,
None can say which eause it struck for, or
from what limp hand it fell:
Un the battleteld they found it
Where the dead lay thick around it,
Friend and fee—a gory tangle -tossed and
torn by shot and shell.

Who, I wonder, was its wearer,
Was its stricken soldier bearer?
Was he some proud Southern stripling, tall
and stralght and brave and true?
Pusky locks and lashes had he?
ur was he some Northern laddie,
Fresh amd fair, with cheeks of roses, and
with eyes and coat of biue?

From New England's fields of daisies,
Or from Dixie’s bowered mazes,
Rode he proudly forth to conflict? What, I
wonder, was hiis name?
IHd some =ister, wife or mother
Mourn a huasband, son or brother,

I Did some sweetheart look with longing for

A love who never eame?

Fraitless question!  Fate forever
Keeps its secret, answering never,
But the zrim ¢ld blade s<hall blossom on this
mild Memorial Dayv;
I will wreathe its hilt with roses
For the soldier who reposes
Somew here ‘neath the Southern grasses In
hix zarb of blue or gray.

May the Howers be fair above him,
Mav the hright huds hend and love him,
May his sleep be deep and dreamless till the
last great bugle eall:
And may North and South he neurer
To sach orher's heart amd dearer,
For the memory of their heroes and the old
swords on the wall
Baturday Evening Post.

EMERALDS ADVANCE IN VALUE.

Prices Go Up and Mining the Stones
Is Again Profitable.

(‘olombia’s emerald mines, which
have not been worked since the eight-
ecenth eentury, are to be re-opened and
operated by a company of American
and British capitalists. The mines, in
the Chivor distriet, are practically in
the same condition as they were in
1792, when they were closed by order
of the King of Spain, because their
cperation was no longer profitable,
owing to the low price of emeralds.

Colombia a rich country and has
many valuable deposits of gold, sil-
ver, and precious stones, but on ac-
count of the secareity of labor the
aborigines do most of the work in the
mines, and they use only the rudest
implements of wood and stone. The
great difficulty that confronis a pros-
pector in Colombia is the method of
transportation. The country is the
most moudtainous in the world, and
the ounly means of sending freight to
the coast is by pack mules and by boat
on the great rivers, which is most dif-
ticult and expeunsive.

“The diamond is no longer the most
expensive gem,” said an old miner.
“As regards monetary value, it is far
surpassed by the ruby and the emer-
ald. apd even the pearl is rated high-
er. The emerald is at present the
most fashionable stone, and brings
good prices. An emerald of medium
gize and purity that may have cost
about $30 a few years ago cannot be
had to-day for less than $£250. Re-
cently an emerald of three carats was
sold for $875. while one of six carats
brought $4,000. A diamond of exactly
the same size costs about $1,000. It
must not be assumed, however, that
diamonds are depreciating in value.
Other stones, and especially emeralds,
simply have risen in price of late in a
surprising manner.”

is

Young men think old men fools, and
old men know young men to be so.—
Metcalf.

e

Laid Up for Sixteen Weeks. _(

St. Jacobs Oil and Vogeler's Cur-
ative Compound Cured Him.

1 have been a great sufferer from Rhew
matism for many years. I was laid up with
Rheumatic Fever for nine weeks in 1894, and
again for sixteen (16) weeks in 18¢6. I tried
many medicines I saw advertised and others
I was recommended ; finaily I was induced
to take Vogeler's Curative Compound, whick
did me more good than ail other medicines.
{n fact, I feel quite a different man since 1
1ave been taking the Compound. All my

: fish alive.

reighbors and friends are quite surprised te
:e¢ me abouat and looking so well. I cam
»nly say that Vogeler's Curative Compound
aken internally and by using St. Jacobs Oil
utwardly acted like magic in my case. I
aad been taking medicines for years without
»btaining benefit, but Vogeler's has practh
-ally cured me. I have recommended Vog-
sler's Curative Compound to a lot of my
1cquaintances, and they tell me that it has
worked wonders.

“ Wishing you every success in the sale of
your Vogeler's Curative Compound and St
Jacobs Oil, I remain, gentlemen,

“ Your obedient servant,
“ GrorGE CLARKE, Gardener,
“ 23 Beechcroft Road, Surrey.*

Send to St. Jacobs 0il, L.td., Baltimore, fos
a free sample of Vogeier's Compound. P

‘ Nine-tenths of all the books read

in this country are novels.

Are Your C'othes Faded ?

Use Red Cross Ball Blus and make them
white again. Large 2 oz package. 5 cents.

Fish peddlers in Japan sell their
They convey them from
house to house in tanks on tricycles
or in little wagons.

If you wish beautiful, clear white clothes use
Red Cross Ball Blue. Large 2 +z package 5 centa

The butcher has @ kﬁling way of
making a living.

How is it that one of the toughes$
parts of New York is its tenderioin?

The spiteful talker’s mouth might
be described as ‘‘an open fireplace.’’3

To the dressy woman every day is
‘‘ Decoration day."’

When a man is ‘ a big gun,’” his
wife is the only person who dares
blow him up.

=The trouble with the organ of
speech is that, it too often goes with
a crank.

Mra. Winslow's SOOTHING
teething, softens the gums,
allays pain, cures wind colic. 23¢c bottle.

Cross Kidney PiII;

Care all Kidney and
Bladder Troubies.

Bent hers by mai!.

B T Box 1o Sold oaly
5 by the CRONE CHIEMICAL Clg
ires Molovs, lowa,

SYRUP for childres
reduces inflamatiog

C

R
CROSS

S

SCANDY CATRARTIC =

f5a. 50e. Dregiet,

Genaine C. C. C. Never sold In bulk,

Beware of the dealer who tries to el
~gomething fust 2« good.™

ILLIONS

=

Preserve, Purify, and Beautify

the Skin, Scalp, Hair,
and Hands with

G

MiLLions o WomeN use CuToUmRA
Soar, assisted by Coticura OmNTMENT,
for beantifying the skin, for cleansing the
scalp, and the stopping of falling hair, for
softening, whitening, and soothing red,
rough, and sore hands, for baby rashes,
itchings, and irritations, and for all the
ginmoaes of the toilet, bath, and nursery.

illions of women use CuTicurA Soarin
baths for annoying irritations, inflammae
tions, and excoriatious, or too free or offen-
sive prespiration, in washes for ulcerative
weaknesses, and for many sanative, anti.
septic Fnrpons. which readily sugges$
themselves to women, eapecizlly mothers.

Complete Treatment for Humears, $1.
Counsisting of CUTICURA SOAP(25¢c.),to cleanse
the skin of crusta and scales, and soften the
thickened cuticle, CUTICURA OINTMENT/ 50c. )
to instantly allay it-hing, inflammation, a
frritation, and mthvau-Fﬁea]. and CUTICURA
BESOLVESNT PILLS (4c.), o coul and cleanse
the blood.

Couricvra ReEsonvenT Piois (Chocolate
Coatled ) are a new, lasieless, odorless, economical
substitute for the celebrated liquid CuTicORA
RESOLTENT, as well as fur all other blood purl
fiers aud humour cures. 60 doses, 35c.

Bold thro out the worid. British Depots &
wm?’!‘:q.. London. PorrEm DRUe Axp Cla
Coxrr., Sole Props., Boston, U, 8. A

vv PISO'S CURE FOR
5 ;URES WHERE ALL ELSE FAILS o
Best Cough Syrup. Tastes Goud. Use P8
in time. Sold by drugzists, ;
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